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I ONCE wrote and published a personal and inti-
mate book; it was a curious experience. There
was a certain admixture of fiction in it, but in the
main it was a confession of opinions; for various
reasons the book had a certain vogue, and though
it was published anonymously, the authorship was
within my own circle detected. I saw several re-
views of it, and I was amused to find that the
critics perspicuously conjectured that because it
was written in the first person it was probably
autobiographical. I had several criticisms made on
it by personal friends: some of them objected to
the portraiture of persons in it being too life-like,
selecting as instances two characters who were en-
tirely imaginary ; others objected to the portraiture
as not being sufficiently life-like, and therefore
tending to mislead the reader. Others determined
to see in the book a literal transcript of fact, set
themselves to localise and identify incidents which
were pure fiction, introduced for reasons of pic-
turesqueness. It brought me, too, a whole crop of *
letters from unknown people, many of which were
very interesting and touching, letters which pleased
and encouraged me greatly, because they proved
that the book had made its way at all events to
certain hearts.